1 


* 


* * 
—— — oe r 
* 3 >; , ** 4 Þ. *. 
REES * + Is . REN * e ts, 


. 


1 


s F 0 ſe 1.5 
2 9 * . , f RN . — 3 On 


ENTLEWAN at AVIG NON. 


5 
«> — g 2 


W 2 , x 
ene 


* " —_— » ” 


— 


— 


— *— 


London Printed, and Edinburgh Re- printed by WII IIAM Brown and 
Joux Mos uA, and ſold by the ſaid WII. BROWN, and AlL Ex- 
AN DER MATHIE Book-eller a little above the College, Glaſgow. An. 

om, Mpccxyll. _. 8 3 ou 
1 [ Price Three Half Pence. | «11.2008 


1 
LES 
-. 
oo - 
* 
8s 
F 
" ti... * 
— 
# . 
% 
«i ©» 
d -_ 
* 


. 
- % 
— 
- 
* 
F . 
— 
IS. . 
/ 
TO 
us .- 


—— 


* 


1 
, 


3 x 


C2 vs I 46 30 Ge = 
7 SPS 70S DOE ye DO AS IS 2” 


a 5 8 


7 . 7 So WI W4 55 * 78 847 N N 788 
0 CL 728 C J ID 2 XX 3X to); * 8 28 Co wa CG, 22 * £ 
OLAINCQG ak AC — 8 —— 2 
hk — * . _ * 


0 


FROM A | 
Lady in England; 
- TA 


* 


GENTLEMAN at Avievox. 


0 Thee, dear Rover, dy) yangu 72 d Es ! ends 
Ihe Health, ſnhe wants, 1 chy et nds: 
Though much You {uffer,, think. I tyffer — 2 111 
Worſe than, an Exile on my Native Shore. In br. 


Companiqus inyaur:Maſter's Flight yqu ae 
Unenvy dibyyaur NAMI -HQes Nomen 1601 


VOII For- 


For- ever near the Royal Ourlaw's ſide 
You ſhare his Fortunes, and his Hopes divide, 


On glories Schemes, and Thoughts of Empire dwell, 


2 - 


with Imaginary Title ſwell. 
Say (for thou know'ſt I own his ſacred Line, 
The Paſſive Doctrine, and the Right Divine) 
5 , what new Succours do's the Chief prepare? 
ik 
D 


C © { 732 "Wh hs pon © 
's he from Heayh or Earth his Hopes derive? 


From Saints Departed? Or from Prieſts Alive? [ſtand, 
Nor Saints nor Prieſts can Brunſwick's Troops with- 


And Beads drop uſeleſs through the Zealot's Hand; 
Heav'n to our Vows may Future Kingdoms owe, 
But Skill and Courage win the Crowns below. 


Ere to thy Cauſe, and Thee, my Heart inclin'd, 
Or Love to Party had feduc'd my Mind. 
In —_ I took-a dull Delight, e 
Slept all the Morn, and punted half the Night: 


But now, with Fears and publick: Cares po * 


The Church, the Church, for- ever breaks my R 
The Poſt-Boy on my Pillow l explore, 
And ſiſt the News of ev'ry foreign Shore, 
Studious to find new Friends, and new Allies 
What Armies march from Sueden in Diſguiſe;, 
TE | WE How 


Strength of Armies?. Or;the Force of Fray'r? 
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| Thoſe who win Hearts, have giy nt 
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How Spain prepares her Banners to unfoldſ ß, 
And Rome deals out her. Bleſſings and her Gold: ./ 
Then o'er the Map my Finger, taught to ſtray, 
Croſs many a Region marks the winding Way; 
From Sea to Sea, from Realm to Realm Lrove, 
And grow a mere Geographer by Love. 0% 2 
But ſtill Avignon, and the pleaſing Coaſt 
That holds Thee'banifh'd; claims my Care the moſt, 
Ot on the well-known Spot I fix my Eyes, ni 
And Span the Diſtance that boten u lies. ol 
Let not our James, tho foil'd in Arms, Deſpair, 
Whilſt on his Side he reckons half the Fair: 7 
In Britains lovely Iſle a ſnining Throng 
War in his Cauſe, a thouſand Beauties ſtrong. 
Th' unthinking Victors vainly boaſt their Pow'rs; 
Be Theirs tlie Kaare while the Tongue is Ours. 
We Reaſon With ſuch Fluency and Fire, | 
The Beaux we batfe; aud the Learned tire, 
Againſt her Prelates plead the Church's Cauſe, 
And from our Judges vindicate the Laws. 
Then mourn not, hapleſs Prince, thy Kingdoms loft, 
A Crown, tho' late, thy ſacfed Brow may boaſt; 
Heav'n ſeems through Us thy Empire to decree, 
— to Thec. 
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What Dames! what Doctors in thy Cauſe combine 
What Petticoats in either Sex are Thine? 5 


— 
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Haſt thou not heard that, when profuſely gay 
Our well-dreſt-Rivals-grac'd their Sov'raign's = 27 
We ſtubborn Damfcls met the publick View 
In loathſome Wormwood, and repenting Rue? 
What Whig but trembled, when our 1 Band 

In Virgin Roſes whiten'd half the Land! 

Who can forget what Fears the Foe poſſeſt, 
When oaken Boughs mark d ev'ry loyal Breaſt / * 
Leſs ſcar d near Medway's Stream the Norman ſtood, 

WM hen croſs the Plain he ſpy d a marching Wood. 
Till, near at hand, a Gleam of Swords betrayd 
Ihe Youth of Kent beneath its wandring Shade. 


Thoſe, who the Succours of the Fair deſpiſe, 
May find that we have Nails as well as Eyes, 1. 
Thy female Bands, O Prince by Fortune croſt, f 
Ar leaſt more Courage than Thy Men may boaſt : Is 
Our Sex has dar'd the Mugg-Houſe Chi 4 to meet, 
And purchas d Fame in many a well fought Street. 
From Drury - Lane, the Region of Renoun. 
The Land of Love, the Paphos of the Town, 

Fair Patriots ſallying oft have put 9 ore 91517 
c Night, 5 
| An 


With all their Poles the Guardians of th 
: * 


And bore, with Screams ef T * to cheir Side 
The Leader's Staff in all its painted Pride. 
Nor fears the Hawker in her warbling Note 
Jo vend the diſcentented Stateſman's Thought. 
Tho' red with Stripes, ard recent frem dhe Throng, 
Sore ſmitten for the Love f ſacred Song, In YELL 


The tuneful Sifters ſtill pute their Trade, 


Like Philomela datklivis in che Shade. De noi 60 
Poor Iv vrr attends, dometfal of a Fare, | 
And Hams m\Geneerrour'his ectapry\Gheir, t. 


Mean white, regardlefs of the Royal Cauſe, | , 
His Sword for James no Brother Sov raign draws. © 
The Pope himielf, furrounded with Alarms, 

To Hance his Bulls, ro Corfu ſends his Arms, 


* 


And though He hears his Darling Son's Complaint, 
Cam hardly'ſpare'one Tarclary Saint, man, 
But lifts chem all to guard his own Abodes, 
And into ready Money coyns his Gds. 
The dauntleſs Suede, ard by yengetul Fs: 
Scarce keeps his own heredirary Shows; 3 
or mut che frientfly Roof of kind Lorrain 
Wich Feaſts regale our Garter d Yourh again: 
Safe, Baro le- duc, ene Grove 
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The Knight, ho aims unerring from afarr, 
Th' Advent rous Knight, now quits the Sylvan; War: | 
Thy brinded Boars may ſlumber un- diſmay d. 
Or grunt ſecure Thats. 4 the Cheſnut Sade. ivy E 
Inconſtant Orleans: (ill: we mourn, che Da. 21 "or 1 
That truſted Orleans with Imperial S oh 95 ö 
Far o'er the Alps our helpleſs Monarch fads. och 
Far from the Call of his ic(ponding. Friend 57741 
Such are the Terms to gain Hritainnias Grace! 
And ſuch che Terrors of the Brunſe wick Race! EP 
Was it for his the Sun $ whole, Luſtre faild, - 
And ſudden Midnight « o'er the Noon: 5 * 
For'this did*Heayin diſplay, to Mortal Eyes a 
Aerial Knights and Combares 1 NR 
Was it for this Northumbrian Streams took'd Red! | 
And Thames driv'n backward ſhow'd his ſecret Bed! 
Falſe Auguries! th' inſulting Victor 5 'Seorn! | | 
Ev'n our own Prodi ies againſt 1 us tum! 
O Portents conſtru gn our Side in vain! ee en 
Let never Tory. truſt Ec cliple again! 5 N 
Run clear, ye Fountains! be at Peace, - Kies! = 
And, Thames, henceforth ro thy, green Borders r riſe! ; 


To Rome 0 muff! the Roy al 
And-tall a e the Papal Toe? 
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His Life in Sloth inglorious muſt he wear, 
One half in Luxury, and one in Prayr? 
His Mind perhaps at length debauch'd with Eaſe 
The proffer d Purple and the Hat may pleaſe, - | - 


60 Days appear, 
And Engliſh Hereticks curſe once a Yearf © 
Garnet and Faux ſhalt He with Pray rs invoke, 
And beg that Smithfield Piles once more may fmoak! 
Forbid it Heay'n! my Soul, to Fury wrought, _ 
Turns almoſt Hanoverian at the Thought... 1 


From James and Rome I ſeel my Heart decline, 
And fear, O Brunl, wick, will be wholly Thine 5 72 1 
Let ſtill his Share thy Rival will conteſt. Þ} 


And ſtill the double Claim divides my Bre 


The Fate of fames with pitying Eyes I view 
And wiſh my Homage were not Branſwick's Due: 
To James my Paſſions and my Weakneſs guide, 7 
But Reaſon ſways me to on Victor's Side. _ 


nn 
Though griev'd T ſpeak it, let the Truth appear; 
Lou know my Language, and my Heart, ſincere.) 


In vain did Falſhood his fair Fame diſgrace; 
What force had Fal ſhood, when he ſhow'd his Face! 
In yain to War our boaſttul Clans were led; 


Heaps driv'n on Heaps, in the dire Shock they fled: i 
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France ſhuns his Wrath, nor raiſes to our Shame 
A ſecond Dunkirk in another Name: 
In Britain's Funds their Wealth all Europe throws, 


And up the Thames the World's Abundance flows: 4 


Spite of feign'd Fears, and artificial Cries, 

The pious Town ſees fifty Churches riſe: 

The Hero triumphs as his Worth is known, 

And fits more firmly on his ſhaken Throne. 


* 
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To my ſad Thought no Beam of Hope appears 


Through the long Proſpect of ſucceeding Years. 
The Son, aſpiring to his Father's Fame, 

Shows all his fire: Another and the ſame. | 

He, bleſt in lovely Carolina's Arms, 

To future Ages propagates her Charms: 

With Pain and Joy at Strife, I often trace 

The mingled Parents in each Daughter's Face, 
Half ſick ning at the Sight, too well I ſpic 

The Father's Spirit through the Mother's Eye: 


ode oo Ot ts 
In vain new Thoughts of Rage I entertain, 


And ſtrive tO hate their Innocence in vain. n f 1 10 


O Princeſs! happy by thy Foes confeſt! 

Bleſt in thy Husband! in thy Children bleftyY 
As They from Thee, from Them new Beauties born, 
While Europe laſts, ſhall Europe's Thrones adorn. 


Tranſplanted to each Court, in Times to come, 
Thy Smile Celeſtial and un-fading Bloom 
Great Auſtria's Sons with ſofter Lines ſhall grace, 


And ſmooth the Frowns of Bourbon's haughty Race. 


The fair Deſcendents of thy ſacred Bed 


| Wide-branching o'er the Weſtern World ſhall ſpread, 
Like the fam d Banian Tree, whole pliant Shoot 


To Earthward bending of it's ſelf takes Root, 


Till, like their Mother Plant, ten thouſand ſtand 


In verdant Arches on the fertile Land; 
Beneath her Shade the tawny Indian roves, 
Or hunts at large through the wide echoing Groves. 


O Thou, to whom theſe mournful Lines I ſend, 
My promis d Husband, and my deareſt Friend; 


Since Heav'n appoints this fivour'd Race to reign, 
And Blood has drench'd the Scottiſh Fields in vain; 


Or wilt not Thou, tor thy lov'd Chloe's Sake, 


. 


Muſt I be wretched, and th * artake? 


Tird 


p 1 09 © - | 

Tir'd out at length, * to Fate's Decree? 
If not to Brunſwick, O return to me! 

Proſtrate before the Victor's Mercy bend: 15 
What ſpares whole Thouſands, may to Thee extend. 
Should blinded Friends thy doubtful Conduct blame, 
Great Brunſwick's Virtues will ſecure thy fame: 
Say, theſe invite thee to approach his Throne, 
And own the Monarch, Heav'n vouchſafes to own. - 
The World, convinc'd, thy Reaſons will approve, 
Say this to Them; but ſwear to Me twas Love. 


